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Will those of my readers who do
not know the ways and hearts of no-color-

people of the old south kindly
read first this preface in
or as it may be, of my o.d
black mammy's origin of her race.

As I wrote "In de Miz" memory took
me back across the years to the time
when life's water was wine, tinted
golden with the sunlight of morning,

witu the jewels of youth and
love. It made me a child again, look-

ing up into the dear, dusky face of

that beloved black mammy, listening
with my unhurt, unclouded faith to
the folklore of her mid-

night race, as she solved in her own
random, shadowy way tne aim my-.-ie-

s

of creation, giving to
i,v,o iiot strike reason dum j.

while her obedience, wise
su omission, loyalty and love made no

of wrongs to right.
There was no word held in more

love and fear by the faith-
ful southern slave than the one word
"Master." The divided service of hi3
soul was between his Master and his
God. His religion, fraught with the

was as broad as the nar-
row grasp of his poor mind could com-

pass. His of the greatness
of God was measured by his cYude and
untrained brain. '

In his eyes the taking of a chaw
of tobacco was a dignified, luxurious
custom, and one liberally Indulged in.
as a rule, by his paragon of
the southern master.

To have said "Lord." in speaking
of Him to little children, without the
prefix of the word "Marser" (Master),
would have been unwonted
with the all-wi- se ful

Great Being. Nor was the
old-ti- slave wanting in respect and
reverence, in the frequent use of His
name when speaking to those of his
own age. always calling upon it to

or verify a statement or ex-

press surprise.
Tnere was no want of reverence in

his of his Heavenly Father
wltn his earthly master, and the rapt

which he conceived to
exist between those two almost equally
sacred beings; but. instead thereof, a
sublime in his simple
heart of the fellowship of God and
man. and an intuitive ol
two-ne- ss as one-nes- s, of the

of man apart from God ver-

ifying the poet's thought:
"So close s glory .o our dust;
So near s God to man."

" 'Deed. Honey, hit am de gosr.ei
trufe. leaswise dafs de way I yearn
hit tole. en 1 haint nebber yearn hit
sputed. 'Tain't no use er deze yer nig-

gers bein so a'rrified 'bout hit needer.
En w'at I yearn you gits straight jis'
lak I yearn hit. en dat is Dat ef
twan't fer de w'ite folks dar wouldn

be no niggers (dat is. dar wouldn' be
none ter year tell er).

"Twuz a long time ago. way in de
w'en dar wan't no funda-

ment en no en dar wan t
bui jis' only one pusson a libin' ober
yer den, en he wuz Marse Jesus' pa. En
he. nun! wan't only de goodes en do
greates', de out'nes mos'
but He wuz mos' stronges. mos
swiffes' pusson ebber wuz. Ebbyt'ing
den wuz His'n. en dough He wuz dat
rich en had so much
b tongin' ter im. he could tun his
nan' en mek anyt'ing He sot His mine
'pon (en mek hit out er nuttin', at
dat). '

"De firs' en fo'mus' t'ing He mekt
dough wuz His bes. en co'se hit ought
ter be, w'en you comes ter dat, kaze
'twuz His own home Heaben.

Atter dat, He mekt de earf en de
sea en all dat In de Miz. en den
res'ed hisse'f de Sebenf day en hallow-
ed hit.

"But dar haint nobody nebber yea.--d

nuttin 'tall 'boat dem t'ings dafs ia
de Miz.' Fer, you see. twuz lak dis.
w'en Marse Cord sp'iled anyt'ing He
wuz a mekin er. no matter

hit wuz. He flung hit ret smack
In the Miz, kaze ef He hadn'. He

couldn' a said w'en He wuz dun en
taoo wid all His wuk dat 'He saw
twuz good.' Well, hit wuz gittia'

todes de een'd er de week en moughty
nigh on ter Sunday, en Marse Lord
gun ter study "Dout war, ne wu

gwine ter mek naix. en a terminin' in
His mine wi'le He wuz a studdyin dat
His last piece er wuk should outshine
all de yudder pieces. Well, w'ile He
wuz mekin' up His mine en ponderin'

V 'bout w'at 'twould be, ie tuck de pail
en went 'long ter de well ter draw some
water, w'en Jis' 'fo He lit de bucket
down, He seed Hisss'f
'fleeted. Ez soon ez ebber He got ober
His 'miration en at de

i mougnty en
er de handsome bufeful 'flection

dat He seed a layin' dar flat on de top
er de deep, cool, smoobe water, He
stop studdyin en 'low dat, ez long es
He tu'n'i. out so many good jobs, He
b'leebed He'd try en juplicate dat lak- -

' ness dat He jis' seed 'fleeted er Hisse'f.
"Den I s'pose He t'ink. too. Wen

He look 'roun' 'im. en seed ail de lan s
en chattle state en yudder prop'ty ddi
b'longs ter 'im dat hit's a moughty po'
bee, dat doan' mek mo honey dan he
wants fer hisse'f. But dat's needer yer
ner needer dar, fer 'twan't mo' r.n
'cided 'tween Hisse'f en His own mine
'fo He stop foolin' en lookin at Hisse f

en. went mug iu a irui en ouuu ue
wrr'c-sho- p do' en git out His tools
agjn, en tuck some er de ve'y eaf
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whar He mekc a We'nesday, en
rollt up His sleebes en His hat
oack off'n His forehead tuck a chaw
er terbacker en went ter wuk. En
den en dar He meked a couple er In

meked 'em jis' lak de one
tie seed 'fleeted in de well (He allers
meked two er de same kine er t'ing
you know) en he meked dem In-'iz- -I

mages perzackly fer de wurill jis'
lak he wuz Hisse'f jis' ez- - purty "n
iis' ez fat en plump, en jis' ez lakly
lookin too. Kaze de Lord aint g; t
nar' sumptious, stingyfled, jealousome
bone in His wnole body.

"Bimeby, atter He git thoo.He ca!l
Marse Gabe (dat wuz his oberseer.
de haid man 'bout de place w'at bosses
de nan's) en toll 'im ter g'long fot,:h
de w'eelbarr' en tek bofe dem dar

en sot 'em in de sun whar
dey could be a dryin' darse'fs. Dey
wan't name mens w'en Marse Gabe
firs' seed 'em. dey wuz name In-'i- z-

I mages, you know, t'wel atter dey'd
dried darse'fs.

"Well, suh, de way Marse Gabe
open His eyes en mek 'miration w'en
he seed w'at he did see, gin 'im pop
eyes fer de res' er his life, but he
knowed his place, dough, en he aint
say nuttin". sep'n jis' ter totch his liat
en scrope bis foots en bow his haid,
kase he wuz moughty aspectful. cn
say, sezzee: Yas, suh; yas, suh.'

"Den Marse Gabe tuk up de two
jis' ez keerful ez he kin.

bu. he wuz skeered er 'em, dough, cn
tarrified widin a inch er his life. leas --

wise his knees wuz moughty sheky en
he had a moughty funny feel in' in Je
naDerhood er his gizzard (ef he want
skeered en tarrified), but he tuk 'em,
dough, en lay 'em down easy en mile
in de bottom er de w'eelbarr; den he
spit in his han's en amble off in a kind
er

he corned up
'long side er de apple dryer, whar de
sun wuz hottes'. Den he tuk 'em out,
jis' ez gingerly en keerful ez ef dey'd
been a pyar er sneks. en sot 'em up
'g'inst de behime side er de apple
dryer en lef 'em, den went 'long
'boutn his yudder bizness a sorter
foolin' en dallyin' roun ontwel he
Marser lay down ter tek His nap (lak
He mos' gen'ally do ebby ebenin.)

"His Marser wan't 'feared er obr- -
sleopin Hisse'f needer. No.suh! He
knowed p'intedly dat he wuz gwine
ter wek up perzacckly ter de ve y mn- -
'it dat his wuz dry "nuff
fer 'im ter wuk on ag'in, w'ich he did,
sho" nuff.

"Den he call Marse Gabe en tole
'im fer ter g'long en fetch dem In-i- z-

Images fer 'im ter put some bref in.ca
finish up. Marse Gabe tuck off his hat
ag'in, pull his fo'lock en scrope his ret
foots backards en bow low, jis lak lie
did 'fo, en say, 'Yas, suh, en amble
off ag'in wid de w'eelbarr,

But Law's-er-mus- sy 'pon
us: W'en Marse Gabe git ter de place
whar he knowed he lef dem

dar wan't but one er 'em dar.
He look ebbywhar, but 'tain't no us."j,
he kyan fine but jis' bar'ly one dat
he seed w'en he firs driv hisse'f up.
He look en he look en he look, den he
scratch his haid en studdy, en look
ag'in, monst'ous pestered 'boutn hit,
too, en a wukkin' his thunkin' ma-
chine for all he knowed.

"He fotch bofe, en der wan't but
one en w'ile he wuz a kalkulatin'
how dat could a poserable happen,
w'edder some er dem varments, er
beasteses, er kropln' t'ings, dat wuz
meked dat same Saddy mawnin' could
er kotch de missin' one. en wuz a
jawin' ter hisse'f en sayin', dat folks
w'ats allers pesterin' en bodderin
long w'at ain't dar'n en w'at dey haint
got no bizness wid, ousjht ter nebber
come ter no good en'd. en needer ought
beasteses en varments z ter dat. no
mo' dan real pussuns. en w'ile be wuz
a jawin en a lookin' he yeard Marse
Lord's woice a callin' out loud:

" 'Cabe. -e, you-u-- u Gabe.
come 'long dar wid you, you lazy its-k- al

you! W'at vou tromplin' 'long
dar fer, suh. a was in all my time?
You gwine ter tek all day ter fetch my
wuk ter me, suh? You beter come
long 'fo you find out who Is w'ich, en
w'ich is who!

"Marse Gabe tromble all ober lake a
askin leaf, but he know he ain't got no
time ter fool 'long das looted one no
mo', he knowed he was 'bleeged ter
git up en git. So he tuk de one dat
wut lef en tuck hisse'f off en kyard
im "long jis ez fast ez he kin trot.
He wuz fyarly kivered wid mud en
moughty nigh out er win w'en he
brung un 'long side er de wuk-sho- p

en hist 'im out.
"En I tell you he lay moughty low.

haint say nuttin 'tall 'bout de
yudder one whar he couldn' find Kaze
he thunk mebbe Marse Lord mought
er fergit hisse'f 'bout, dar bein' two er
'em. but he didn'. No mun, dat he
didn.

"W'y dey say dat Marse Lord is dat
'tickular, dat he tuck a count er all de
sparrows en number de ve'y hyars er
dar haids, w'en he mek't 'em. En
we'n he f eed dar wan't but one er de

Tn-i- z Images whar he'd jis' done en
mekt he klared up Ms th'oat. en talk
biggerty. jis' lak he did once 'fo. long
time atter dis time do'. Dey wuz out
er doors den in de gyarden, in de cool
er de day. en twuz dat same dav dey
paid dat Marse Adam en his wife hid
darse'fs. en dey say. too. dat dat time
you could year his woice a walkln.

"Well, he crowded his eyebrows up
tergedder, sorter shf-- t up bote eyes
kinder survigrus en fierce lak. en said,
sezzee: "Boy! Whar it dat yudder
one?' Marse Gabe look moughty
sheepish and blunk back'ards. Twuz
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tetch-en-g- o. mun! wid 'im, I tell you.
So he spuk moughty humble en
feeble lak, en say, 'Wuz dar two er
'em?' Well, de wu'd want mo' dan
out er his mouf, w'en he seed 'twan't
no use projeckin' wid Marse Lord,
kaze. 'Twixt de Bug en de Bee-marti- n,

'tain't hard ter tell w'ich is gwine ter
git kotch. so he up en tell all 'bout
hit. how 'ticular he wuz. how he sot
bofe er 'em down tergedder, tetchin'
wunner-nudde- r, sides by sides, en how
he went 'long den, 'tendin ter his
yudder bizness, en how dat w'en he
come 'long back ag'in ter fetch 'em
bofe (jis lak he wuz tole) dar wan't
but jis byarly one ter behole, en he
'low dat he wuz gwine ter keep on a
lookin. dough, ontwel he's foun' de
yudder one, w'en he yeard hisse'f call-
ed.

"Den Marse Lord look 'dignant,
he woice roa', de earf shuck, en he
spon out loud: 'Gabe. Gabe. go

fetch dat yudder missin' one.' Den
Marse Gabe say, jis lak de patte-roll- er

wuz behime 'im. "Yas, suh.
gwine ret 'long, suh.' en he huddle
hese'f up tergedder sorter fkittish, lak
he wuz a dodgin' eump'in', en went
'long back en tuck all dc pains he kin.
He look first one side en den de yud-
der. den he bat his eyes en hong his
haid down moneful en perjected. en
wuz jis gwine ter gin up de s'arch, en
hump hisse'f en g'long back (en git
w'at he knowed dar wuz fer 'im), w'en
he onbat his eyes en drapped 'em down
en looked, en dar
crouched all up in a lump ker-fla- p 'pon
de groun wuz dat yudder missin' one.
W'y, a li'l mo' en he'd a trompled on
'im.

"Den he 'skivered dat he wuz
bu'nt brack ez a coal, mouf wide open,
w'ite teef a shinin' en Jamby a poun' or
wool on his uaid whar de sun done all
kink up. Fas' asleep, too, I 'dar tjr
grashus, sezzee. I s'pose he'd done
git ter noddin' en fall ober, er he
mought er git kotch wid a emptiness
in de pit er de stummuck a hoaning
atter sump'in feat. But anyhow, dar
he wuz. jis lak I tell you, en some
folks do say. dat dafs de 'kazion or
niggers bein" so sleepy haided ter dis
day. dat dey wuz mekt dat-a-w- ay at
firs'. Well. Mre Gabe. he krope
down on his all-fo- 's en tuck de po'
brack t'ing up en put 'im In de w'eel-
barr. en amble off ag'in en kyar 'im
'long ter Mars Lord jis ez fas' ez' he
kin trot,

"Now, den. w'en Marse Lord look
en seed dat His wuk wuz all sp'iled en
ruint. .dat de sun had dun en bu'nt
bit ez brack ez a charcoal. He shuck
His haid en bat His eyes en tu'n up
His nose a kinder disgustin' lak tn
say: 'He ain't wuff foolin' away my
time wid. en a bodenn ober. so tek
'im. Gabe tek 'im. en g'long en fling
'im In de Miz'.

"By dat time Marse Lord wuz done
n th'oo wid polishin" up en puttiii
bref in dat firs' one. en you know
mun! he wuz up dar 'long
side er Marse Lord a lookin' parlently
lak he thunk he wuz in a crowd, wid
his han's in his britches-pock- et hat
cocked on one side smokin' a seegyar.
En he wuz talkin moughty uppity en
moughty familyus lak ter Marse Lord,
too. Yas. suh! jis lak he wuz some-
body considerbul a'ready, a puttin' on
a'rs en a wlgglin" de ashes off'n de
een' er his seegyar wid his li'l' finger.
En mo dan dat. suh; he tuk en bo--
daciausly open up de confab hisss'f wid
Marse Lord ( bout his po bu'nt pard- -
ner what wuz a lyln' dar in de bottom
er der w'eelbarr en whar in a min'it
mo Marse Gabe would er had 'im
flung smack 'In de Miz'). en spuck up
en say jis' ez 'sumptious, too, ez you
please, bowin en a smilin en twistin
his merstach: 'Ah! 'skuse me. Lord
'skuze me,' sezzee. 'but. ah doan'
'stroy 'im, please; doan fling 'im "In
de Miz," ah go on go on en finish
'im up, en gi' 'im ter me ter wait on
me.

"En so de Lord did. He retcht ret
up, en gin his kya'vin knife down
ag'in, en kya'ved off'n de looses' er de
bu'nt po'tions en den tuck some san'
paper en polished 'im, en fix 'im up
de bes' he kin out'n a bad job en gin
Im ter de w He man ter wait on 'im.

Dey named "im 'Nigger (dey spuck
de Greek foren Iangwidge in dem days,
en brack wuz 'nigger'). En Marse
Lord gin dis nigger ter de
w'ite man ter wait on 'im den in de
beginnin en he's been a waitln' on 'im
ebber sence. fum dat time forre'd on-tw- ell

dis presen day. En hit's one er
dese yer jobs w'ats gwine ter last a
long time yas suh. jis' ez long ez de
Ham-bega- ts kin Ham-beg- at mo' Ham-begat- s,

en doan' you fergit dat off yo'
mind, needer. Hit's 'bleeged ter be
dat-a-wa- y. Twan't none er we-all- 's

ehoosin. We wuz boun" ter mek de
bes' er hit. . De moon may shine, but
a lightered knot is moughty handy ter
hab roun', en Gord knows, chillun, hits
better ter be sump'in' dan nuttin. 'En :

hits all jis' lak I tell you. honey, en dat
is dis Ef it hadn' been fer de w'ite
folks dar wouldn be no niggers dat
is. dar wouldn' be none ter year tell on,
fer dat firs' nigger would
er been flung 'In de Miz. "

If you axe going to California this
winter, or expect to visit Arizona or
Northern New Mexico, it will pay you
to make the trip via Trinidad Gateway
using the unequalled service of "The
Denver Road." in connection with the
Santa Fe through service to 'he coast.

Many persons have had the exper-
ience of Mr. Peter Sherman, of North
Stratford, N. H., who says : "For
years I suffered torture from chronic
indigestion, but Kodol Dyspepsia Cure
made a well man of me." It digests
what you eat and is a certain cure for
dyspepsia. It gives relief at once even
in the worst cases, and can't help but
do good. Fred Schaefer. druggist.

El Paso Stepm Laundry. 'Phone 47.

Mrs. J. H. Comstock. the florist, has
rut flowers, potted plants, and floral
decorations. 'Phone 493.
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The

Caballero Onyx Mining Company

Of New Mexico.

A Mining Stock On Safe Lines.

A COMPANY OF, AND FOR THE STOCKHOLDERS.

SUBSCRIPTION BOOKS ARE NOW OPEN AT OUR OFFICE IN THE
SHELDON BLOCK, OPPOSITE THE POSTOFFICE, EL PASO, TEXAS,
FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS TO THE WORKING CAPITAL AND TREASURY
FUND OF 100,000 SHARES RESERVED IN THE TREASURY OF THE CA-

BALLERO ONYX MINING COMPANT.TO BE SOLD FOR THE PURPOSE
OF DEVELOPING THE UNEQUALED, UNRIVALLED, AND VALUABLE
DEPOSITS OF ONYX; ALSO FOR THE ERECTION OF THE PLANT, AND
THE PLACING THEREIN OF THE MACHINERY, AND A TREASURY
FUND. STOCKHOLDERS WILL OWN ALL BETTERMENTS.

65,000 OF THESE SHARES ARE TO BE DISPOSED OF AT THE VER k

LOW PRICE OF

15 Cents Each Share
FULLY PAID AND AND OF THE PAR VALUE OF
ONE DOLLAR. AFTER THE DISPOSAL OF THE ABOVE, THuS REMAIN-
ING 45,000 WILL NOT BE OFFERED AT LESS THAN THIRTY CENTS A
SHARE.

This company Is Incorporated for
fifty years under the laws of New Mex-
ico and capitalized at $350,000.00 divid-
ed Into 350.000 shares of the par value
of One Dollar, fully paid and le.

The officers of the Caballero Onyx
Mining company are: Lew Gilbert,
president; H. E. Runkle, vice-preside- nt;

Chas. W. Alexander, secretary
and treasurer; John L. Dyer, Jr., at-
torney; and the First National bank
depository. The main office is in El
Paso, Texas, and its principal place of
business in New Mexico, in the Cabal-
lero Canon. Otero county only seven
miles from the El Paso and Northeast-
ern rail road, with hauling charges to
railroad nominal.

The Caballero Onyx Mining company
was organized for the purpose of op-

erating its valuable onyx properties

For Frofit To Its
Stockholders

and it Is the policy and purpose of the
company to sell only enough of its
stock in the treasury to defray the ex-
pense of developing the same and in-
stalling the plant for its manufacture,
so as to be able

To Declare Dividends
from actual net earnings of the prop-
erty, and to bring this about at the
earliest possible date, and of such a
character as to be exceedingly gratify-
ing to the stockholders; and what is of
vital importance to every investor is
the fact, that the property is being

Honestlyand Conser-
vatively Managed

as a true business proposition, and
solely In the Interests of the

S OR WRITE

Not Only a En
But Manu-

facturing As Well
with the stockholders as sole owners,
and participating In all earnings, from
the start.

Unusual, But Business-Lik- e

Features of the ( ompmy
No allotted or promoted stock
to be in competition with cash
subscriptions, and no transfers of
such stock until after the work-
ing capital and treasury fund is
assured. No salaried officials,
and expenses reduced to the
minimum. No debts can be ed

or created by the board of
directors unless the funds are In
the treasury to meet the same.
No debts. Titles incontestable.
In the development no expensive
tunnels, cross-section-s, shafts,
etc., to eat up funds. Every
piece has a money value. Sev-

eral carloads of this extensive
and very valuable onyx are on
the dumps and the output will
be largely augmented so as to

. supply the demand in the rough
as well as the manufactured pro-
duct. Estimating the rough pro-
duct at a minimum figure the
profit shows over 85 per cent on
each car load, and this has no
reference, however, to what the
onyx is worth when manufactur- - .

ed for commercial purposes, all
of which tends to greatly en-
hance the earning power and en-
large dividends.
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The Stock Al'eady Sought After In Europe
This Special Sale of Stock is Offered for a Short Time Only.

No subscription Taken for Less Than 100 Shares.

Drafts, Ceitified Checks, Postal and Express Money Orders Received.

CALL ON.

JUNKLE, jiCGiH & pEACOCK,

FISCAL AGENTS,

Mining
erprise,

f SHELDON BLOCK, OPPOSITE P. O.,

El Paso, Texas.
Specimens and Photos of this Valuable and Unrivalled

H ONYX can be seen at our Office. Call for Prospectus. Sub- - 5

scription B anks, General information. Etc.

This Sale Will Positively Close When the Number of Shares 1
H Specified Are Taken. H
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